CHAPTER        FIVE
people in that building are dead! The phrase had
that queer ring of fatality which sometimes sounds,
like a funeral bell, in the prose of Dostoevsky. It
was the very last phrase which I should have
expected from Gloria Swanson - the lady of coloured
flickering lights.
I did not sleep well that night* Partly because I
had been induced to take coffee, but principally
because I was turning in my mind the latter part of
our conversation. We had switched-as one does
switch-to religion. Religious conversations are
not always exciting, but this had excited me, because
in her confession I had recognized my own. 'I can't
accept any religion that is offered to me. I long for
it, but the very strength of my longing is inclined to
fight against me, because if I ever forced myself to
an acceptance of any religion I should know that I
had merely believed because the desire to believe had
overcome me/
Even the comforts of theosophy had been denied
her, for she had never been convinced of the exist-
ence of personality apart from living matter. The
most for which she could hope was for some form
o*f amalgamation, after death, with the universal -
so that she might be a faint vibration in the ultimate
symphony. My words are high-falutin*, but I can-
not help that. And since the subject is vast^ and
fruitless, and troubling, let us pass on to the next
morning, when, after a few hours godless sleep, I
called upon Miss Swanson for lunch.
We seated ourselves. The restaurant was crowded
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